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wounded, was moaning I hea\ ed him up and earned him, fireman's wav, down to the cellar,
All our samtarv supplies had disappeared in the meantime "A shell/* Zofia quietlv explained. Our table with medicines, injections, dressings had been destroyed completely, and there was hardly am tiling \\e could retrieve from the wreckage
"Kill me, Anenr the wounded bov moaned "Don't let them get me Kill me, for the lo\e of God1'
He died a few minutes later But Marek ^as still writhing in agony, and we could do nothing to help him. Thev brought in a new batch of \\ounded The cellar was full of blood All we had was some dirty water and a bit of gauze. We tore into long strips some sheets we had found in the cellar and bandaged the wounds with them.
Three soldiers burst in
"We're withdrawing, Aneii Get ready *
"Good Lord' And what about the wounded?"
"Ill stay," Zofia said. And she left for the cellar of No 25 where her old mother was. "Ill stay here. You go, Aneri"
I was left alone in the cellar, amidst shattered ruins and rows of cots and mattresses moaning with wounded. Something soft nestled against my legs I looked down: Kavtek, my Persian. It had long since been decided that should the Germans take our post and force us to withdraw, I would put Kaytek to sleep I had it all prepared, all planned. Now was the moment
I took the hypodermic and looked at the splendid animal, worn out with the weeks of fighting just as we people were, yet nestling with confidence at my feet I felt I could not do it I threw the hypodermic into a heap of rubbish.
Kola, Pavel and Piotr ran in. Edb pulled me by the hand.